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Chats Wed the Editor 


Paralyzed Arm 


Hokomo lives near Baguio, which is 
one of the large cities in the Philippine 
Islands. 

Just how she first heard about Jesus I 
don’t know. Her parents were members of 
another kind of religion, and they certainly 
didn’t teach her very much about Him. 

But she heard. And the more she heard, 
the more she liked Him, and one day she 
said to Pastor Damocles, “I want to follow 
Jesus. Please baptize me.” 

Pastor Damocles was delighted. But when 
Hokomo’s mother heard about it, she wasn’t 
at all pleased. 

“If you are baptized,” she said to Ho- 
komo, “I will come to the river and I will 
stone you to death while you stand in the 
water.” 

I have heard of some young people who 
said they wanted to follow Jesus, but when 
their parents said No, they agreed not to. 
I have heard of some who wanted to do 
right, but when their friends laughed at 
them, they decided to forget about it. 
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Hokomo’s mother said, “I will stone you 
to death.” 

Hokomo said to Pastor Damocles, “You 
won't be afraid to baptize me, will you, just 
because my mother says she will come and 
stone me?” 

On December 31, 1957, Pastor Damocles 
and Hokomo stepped into the water of a 
stream not far from Baguio. 

Across the river, little more than ten feet 
from where Hokomo stood, stood Hokomg; 
mother. * 

Hokomo took a firm grip on Past 
Damocles’ left wrist, as baptismal candi- 
dates usually do. 

Hokomo’s mother stooped down and 
picked up a stone. She lifted it. But, what 
was this? Her arm—it wouldn’t move! She 
couldn’t make it go higher! The stone was 
slipping from her fingers, and she couldn’t 
make them hold it. She had to let go. The 
stone fell to the ground. 

Pastor Damocles raised his arm rever- 
ently above Hokomo’s head. “In harmony 
with the command of the Lord Jesus,” he 
began, “I now baptize you in the name...” 

Quickly Hokomo’s mother seized another 
stone. “I must not let her be baptized,” she 
muttered. “It would be wrong.” Higher 
came the stone. And then—that strange 
feeling. in her arm again. It wouldn’t work. 
The stone fell as before. 

Pastor Damocles brought his hand down, 
then gently lowered Hokomo toward the 
water. 

It was now or never. Once again Ho- 
komo’s mother seized a stone. And once 
again her arm was suddenly paralyzed. As 
she watched, helpless to prevent it, Ho- 
komo went under the water and rose again, 
a follower of Jesus, a member of the Ad- 
ventist Church. 

Hokomo’s mother went home thoughtful. 
Had she, perhaps, been fighting against 
God? 


Two days later she apologized to 
people of the town and, believe it or ® 
she asked for Bible studies so she co 
learn of Jesus too. 

Suppose Hokomo had been afraid? 


Your friend, 


a Wrxerel 


























The salesman hoped no one would buy it! 


THE BLACK HORROR 


By DORIS MILLER and MARGARET D. CLARKE 


T= little black gas stove stood in the cor- 
ner of the showroom. It seemed to be 
trying to hide in the shadows, for it knew 
perfectly well that the salesman did not like 
it. He never pointed it out when he showed 
customers the gleaming enamel-and-chro- 
mium models. 

The manufacturer had tried to add a lit- 
tle glamour to the stove by calling it the 
Black Prince. But the salesman called it the 
Black Horror. 

It was made of cast iron and painted 
black. And you could see it would have to 
be scrubbed to keep it clean. It had brass 
knobs that would need to be polished at 
least twice a week. 

Into the showroom one day came two 
friends, Mrs. Cricker and Mrs. Pettigrew. 
Both women went to the same church, both 
women needed new stoves, and each one 
had fifty pounds (about $100) in her purse. 
(This happened in Australia.) 

The salesman was delighted to show the 
women around. They examined blue stoves 
and green stoves and cream stoves and dis- 
cussed the merits of each, and they dis- 
cussed the color schemes of their kitchens. 
Mrs. Cricker bought a_ blue-and-cream 
stove and Mrs. Pettigrew was about to 
purchase a green one when she saw the 


ck Horror. : 
he walked over to it and the salesman 


shuddered to think that such a nice woman 
would even consider a stove with such a 
dreadful appearance. Mrs. Pettigrew looked 
at one stove and then at the other. True, she 
wanted the green one, but the black one was 
twenty pounds cheaper, and twenty pounds 
is a lot of money when one has a son in 
college. 





































Twenty pounds. Jim could buy more 
textbooks and could take off a few hours 
from work to study. He was training for the 
Lord’s work and that was the thing that 
counted. So the twenty pounds went to 


To page 19 





EWING GALLOWAY 


The salesman was right when he called the stove the 
Black Horror, but what wonderful cooking it did! 
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SHY SUSIE'S SURPRISE 


By NELLIA BURMAN GARBER 





“Blessed are the poor in spirit: for 


their’s is the kingdom of heaven.” 











USIE never dreamed that home could be 

so dull. At the academy she longed con- 
stantly for home, mother, and mother’s good 
cooking. But now that the long weekend 
was half over, she longed for the crowd at 
the academy. She sat uncomfortably in the 
big armchair near the fireplace and gazed 
at the glowing embers. If only there were 
something to do! 

“So here you are, Susie,’ Uncle John in- 
terrupted her moodiness. “I just asked your 
mom if I could take you down to the pro- 
gram at the church school. Diberta is going 
along, so the two of you should have fun.” 
But he need not have added that. Although 
a church school program sounded dull to an 
academy sophomore, it was still better than 
spending the whole evening by the fire. So 
Susie was up with a jump and off to get her 
coat and tell mother good-by. 

“Hi, Susie,’ shouted Diberta, who had 
waited in Uncle John’s panel truck. “Glad 
you could go along. I thought for sure I'd 
rot sitting alone all evening at home.” Sue 
felt better; she was not the only one longing 
for the academy crowd. 

As they rode to the school they sang first 
one song and then another, much to the 
amusement of Uncle John. Uncle John 


never said much with his mouth, but you 
could tell when he was pleased by the way 
his eyes sparkled. Finally they reached the 
school and Uncle John found a parking 
place. 

Diberta nudged Susie. “Say, do you see 
who I see, dearie?” she asked. 

“Whom I see,” corrected Susie with an 
exact imitation of Miss Scott, their English 
teacher. 

‘““Who or whom, who or whom cares?” 
Diberta giggled. “But I see some of the 
academy kids, and that spells fun.” 

“Glad they’re here,” said Uncle John. 
“But you girls must promise that you won't 
go off without telling me, not even to get 
a milk shake at the corner drugstore.” 

“Oh, we won't go anywhere, Uncle John, 
but it will be fun to be with some of the 
crowd,” Susie assured him. 

The program was interesting. But at half 
time the teen-age crowd from the academy 
hurried to one place as if drawn by a mag- 
net. 

“Let's all do something,” suggested one. 

“What?” queried another. 

“Anything,” said a third. So the conver- 
sation went on until it was decided that 
they would go downtown to window-shop. 

“We must run and tell Uncle John where 
we're going,” said Susie, as she started away 
with Diberta. 

“And tell him that one of us will “® 
you home,” said Gordon, who had stepp 
up beside them. 

Uncle John had been expecting this to 
happen; in fact, he had even asked the girls’ 
mothers if they would object if the academy 
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crowd wanted to go somewhere. They had 
agreed it would be all right if there was a 
chaperon along. 

“Who is going with you?” Uncle John 
asked. The girls hesitated for a moment. 

“My father is, sir,” said Gordon, who 
eemed to materialize from nowhere. The 
girls had not known that he had come 
with them. So Uncle John gave his consent 
after Gordon promised to bring the girls 
home in his father’s car. “It will be interest- 
ing,” thought Uncle John, “to see how a non- 
“ Adventist chaperons a group of teen-agers. 
I think the girls may have a chance to let 
their colors fly tonight.” 

Susie had liked Gordon a long time, but 
he was one of the unbelieving students at 
the academy, and although she had been 
nice to him, she had never shown any in- 
terest in what he said or did. Susie took her 
religion seriously, and also her work as mon- 
itor and prayer-band leader. That is why 
everyone was surprised when Gordon 
seemed to show so much interest in Susie 
that night. 

The seven of them did not have to wait 
long for Mr. Edwards to pull up in his big 
new car. And he was delighted to spend an 
hour or two with the crowd. He had a real 
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sense of humor, and everyone felt at home 
with him right from the start. They went 
to town. No place can be more fun than 
downtown Seattle, at any time. Mr. Ed- 
wards parked the car, and they all piled 
out. Window-shopping was all right for a 
while, but it wasn’t interesting for long. 

“Say, Dad,” shouted Gordon, “how about 
taking the crowd to see that movie you were 
talking about this afternoon?” 

In the awful silence that followed, the 
other six heard Mr. Edwards agree. “Sure, 
son, that would be great.” This, perhaps, 
was the sort of situation Uncle John had 
thought they might run into! 

Susie swallowed hard. Diberta had been 
converted only since school opened, and 
this was her first test. All the others assented 
to the suggestion, but Susie decided that 
she would not; she could not. When every- 
one else had spoken, and even Diberta had 
agreed to go to the theater, Susie stepped up 
quietly to Mr. Edwards and said, “If you 
will excuse me, Mr. Edwards, I would 
rather go home. I am sorry to break up the 
party like this, but I don’t go to theaters, so 
if you will see me safely into a taxi, I 
won't spoil the party for the rest of you.” 
She said it so quietly and so positively that 
Mr. Edwards felt like declaring her a hero- 
ine. 

Instead, he said, “If we can’t all go, no 
one will, honey.” He placed his hand on 
her shoulder, saying, “I admire spunk like 

; To page 22 


“Say, Dad,” shouted Gordon, “how about taking the crowd to see this movie?” Susie swallowed hard. 











Tom was opposed to the plan, but mother insisted! 
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HARD WAY 


‘By DOROTHY LOCKWOOD AITKEN 


CHAPTER ONE 


p*?: do you suppose Mr. Branson will let 
me drive the tractor this summer?” Tom 
squinted through the windshield as he drove 
into the late afternoon sunshine. It was al- 
ready hot, though it was only the latter part 
of May, and his father wiped perspiration 
from his brow with a large white handker- 
chief before answering. 

“Well, son, I don’t know. But you must 
work hard and try to please him. When he 
sees you are willing and dependable he will 
probably give you more responsibility.” 

Mother Mason smiled at her teen-age son 
and assured him that he would get along all 
right even though he would have to work 
hard all summer to help with expenses in the 
fall. 

Long before the car reached the place 
where Tom was to live for the next four 
years he could see the academy sprawled out 
across the meadow. 

“What a lonesome-looking place!” he 
thought as he pulled up before the boys’ 
dormitory. 

The three of them walked down the side- 
walk and entered the building. They rang 
the bell and waited, but no one came. The 
place seemed deserted and Tom was more 
discouraged than ever at the thought of a 
long, lonely summer in this dreary place 
with only a handful of boys—and no girls— 
to make life interesting. 

Tom had been opposed to the plan all 
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along. For one thing he would much rather 
have gone to the local high school where he 
knew all the students and where he could 
have a rollicking good time with no restric- 
tions. But mother insisted he had been in a 
worldly school too long. She had tried to 
make him enthusiastic about going to the 
academy, even though he would have to 
work hard to pay the bills. 

Tom’s face grew darker. He had planned 
to be on the high school basketball team 
this year! 

While they waited, he looked around the 
small reception room. It was neat, but dust 
was gathering on the furniture. “Summer. 
No one here to look after things,” he 
thought ruefully. 

“We'll go over to the main building,” his 
father said after several minutes of waiting. 
“Someone is bound to be around some- 
where.” 

They walked down the dusty stairs and 
Tom let his gaze wander through the open 


door, across the green lawn, past the recr ' 


ation ground, over the road, and on acros 
the sugarbeet fields to the busy highway and 
the Union Pacific railroad tracks. A stream- 
liner slipped gracefully over the rails with 
a low, mournful moan that expressed Tom’s 
feelings exactly. 

“Out in the middle of nowhere,” he 
sulked. “Not a thrill in the world.” 

His parents wisely said nothing as they 





























entered the main building. They were 
standing wondering what to do next when 
a pleasant-looking athletic man bounded 
down the stairs in summer slacks and sport 
shirt. As soon as he spied them, he stopped, 
looked a little embarrassed, and uncon- 
sciously ran his fingers through his hair. 

“You must be Thomas Mason?” he asked, 
smiling at Tom. “We've been expecting you. 
I’m Mr. Larsen, accountant, history, band, 
orchestra, and chorus. What instrument do 
ov play, I hope?” 

Tom took to friendliness as a duck takes 
to water and he laughingly informed Mr. 
Larsen that he didn’t play any yet, but 
hoped he could learn. 

Mother Mason breathed a sigh of relief. 
Tom liked Mr. Larsen. That was important. 
From now on things would be better. 

Mr. Larsen explained to them that no 
one was around the buildings much, the 
only occupants being six or seven boys who 
spent from four in the morning till after 
supper on the farm, eating their meals at 
the farm manager's house and sleeping in 
the dormitory. He apologized for the dust 
that had been slowly gathering since com- 
mencement two weeks previous and be- 
moaned the fact that housekeeping would 
not get any better till after school started 
in the fall. 





“Only Professor Murray 
and I are here during the 
summer and we are out 
campaigning for students 
most of the time. So you 
see you will have the place 
to yourselves,” he added, turning to Tom. 
Then noticing Mrs. Mason’s worried look, 
he hastened to explain that the farm manager 
was responsible for the boys during the sum- 
met. 

“You won't have to worry, Mrs. Mason. 
Mr. Branson is much respected among the 
farm boys. He weighs two hundred pounds 
and he means what he says.” Tom laughed 
and his parents looked relieved. 

Getting settled was an easy matter with 
mother making the bed and hanging the 
clothes in the closet. Tom walked to his 
window and looked out. He was glad he 
had a front room, for he could watch the 
huge diesel trucks sailing along on the high- 
way and the streamliner skimming past. He 
voiced these thoughts and was reminded by 
his father that if he spent from four in the 
morning till after supper working on the 
farm, he probably would not have much 
time to watch trucks and trains and would 
be too tired even if he did have time. 

Whoops and hollers announced the com- 
ing of the boys from the farm and Tom 





Tom never knew exactly what happened, except that suddenly he found himself sitting on the floor! 
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looked eagerly out the window. Most of the 
boys wore no shirts and their backs were 
turning from red to brown after two weeks’ 
exposure to the prairie sun. They seemed to 
be in good spirits, Tom mused, as two of 
them wrestled on the grass. 

After his parents had driven away, he 
walked back to the dormitory where several 
boys sprawled on the steps, freshly showered 








IT’S HERE AGAIN 
By RUTH WILSON KELSEY 


September is welcome with days growing 
cool, 
We love her bright sunshine and shade; 
She tells all the children to go back to school, 
And Labor Day brings a parade. 


September's cold breezes bring whispers of 
fall, 
Her shadows grow longer each day; 
And often she spreads a light frost over all. 
The birds talk of going away. 


The squirrels are gathering nuts from the 
ground, 
To add to their safe winter's store. 
The crickets are calling—we know by the 
sound, 
September is with us once more. 





and clothed. They eyed Tom as he came 
toward them. He grinned his winning grin 
and introduced himself. 

“I’ve come to work,” he ended. 

“Ever work on a farm before?” questioned 
one of the boys doubtfully, chewing on a 
long blade of grass. 

“No, but I’ve been on a farm a lot.” Then, 
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seeing the boys were unconvinced he added, 
“My uncle owns one.” 

The boys joked among themselves and 
though Tom tried to enter into the spirit 
of things, he felt left out. He was sure it 
would pass in a day or two and he would 
be one of the group. Mr. Branson’s car 
pulled up in front of the dormitory and 
after giving orders about the next day’s 
work, he turned to Tom. 

“You ready to go to work tomorrow?” he 
asked, making no bones about introdu 
tions. 

Tom nodded. 

“Be up at four and help the boys milk 
— we'll see what you can do after break- 
ast.” 

Tom was delighted. In spite of the fact 
that he had lived in a small town all his life 
and had never worked on a farm, he had 
always had a burning desire to learn to be 
a farmer so he could get the thrill of sitting 
on a tractor and feeling the power surge 
through the motor. 

Tom loved machinery. But he was pre- 
pared to work with horses if the farm man- 
ager thought he was too young to drive the 
tractor. Not that he had ever had anything 
to do with horses, but he had driven the 
team once for his uncle and he knew when 
to say “gee,” and “haw” and “giddap” and 
“whoa” were a part of his vocabulary. 

He never gave a thought to the milking 
in the morning. He had always had goats 
on the vacant lot near his house in Hatha- 
way and he had milked them and taken 
care of them himself. 

As soon as dusk began to fall, the boys 
“hit the hay” and quiet reigned almost im- 
mediately. Tom lay awake a long time. He 
hadn’t wanted to come, but now that he was 
here, he was sort of glad he was. He looked 
forward to being a farmer and being able 
to talk about the crops and conditions flu- 
ently as the other boys did. 

The rattle of milk cans brought him to 
his senses next morning and he jumped o 
of bed and into the new overalls his moth 
had bought for him. It was chilly so early” 
in the morning so he unfolded a new blue 
work shirt and tied a red handkerchief 
around his neck. The new straw hat at- 
tracted much attention and Tom felt very 
conspicuous in his outfit as he walked down 
the long lane to the farm. 

Mr. Branson met him at the barn and 

To page 14 




















All day Luz Flor worked, and sold nothing. 


NO SALES, 
*® 


hye FLOR sounds like a strange name for 
a girl—till you know what it means. It 
is Spanish. Luz means “light,” and Flor 
means “flower.” So it is really a very pretty 
name. 

And Luz Flor really was a “light,” for she 
was selling books that would teach people 
how to be more healthy, how to lead clean 
honest lives, and how to have faith in God. 

One day she walked the streets of a little 
Mexican village from sun-up to sunset and 
didn’t sell a single book. She was so disap- 
pointed! Disappointed on two counts: first 
because she needed the money in order to 
buy food, and second because she truly be- 
lieved in her heart that the people needed 
to buy her books to make them happier and 
better. 

As the clock on the church tower struck 


“Dr. Mejia,” Luz Flor said earnestly, “the books 
in this set contain a message from God for you.” 
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NO FOOD 


By BARBARA WESTPHAL 


the hours, she determined not to eat until 
she had sold a book. The sun went down 
and she was still knocking on doors in vain 
—and with a very empty feeling in her 
stomach and a very weak feeling in her 
knees. She just must sell a book today! 

The clock was striking ten that night 
when she knocked on the door of a lawyer’s 
home. 

“I'm sorry,” the polite sefiora said to her, 
“but my husband, e/ doctor, is getting ready 
for bed. It is late, sefiorita, and he is taking 
a bath.” But as Luz Flor didn’t seem inclined 
to leave, the lady said very graciously, “You 
may sit down and wait for him if you wish.” 

Luz decided to wait. She just couldn't 
make any more calls today. Not after ten 
o'clock at night! This would be her last 
chance to sell that book she simply must 
sell today. 

El doctor (all lawyers are called doctors 
in Mexico) came in wearing a bathrobe 
and shook hands with her. 

The girl showed him the books, then 
said, “Dr. Mejia, the four books in this set 
have a message from God for you.” 

The lawyer said he didn’t care to buy any 
of them, but he did ask the price. 

“Only 125 pesos for all four books,” Luz 
told him. 

“Well,” he said, “even if I wanted the 
books I wouldn’t pay that much for them!” 

There was nothing for Luz Flor to do but 
shake hands and say Good night. 

When she got to her little room after a 
day of selling no books, of having no break- 
fast, no dinner, no supper, she said to her- 
self, “I have fasted all day; now I shall pray. 
And especially I will pray for the people 
I met today who didn’t buy the books.” 

To page 17 
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THE,EMPEROR OF ETHIOPIA VISITS 


OUR MISSION 


First True-story Award 
By ANETTE PALM, Age 10 
Addis Ababa, Ethiopia 


One morning at six-thirty I heard father 
say, “His Majesty is coming today.” 
That day there was much work for every- 
ody. 
Flags had to be made, the place cleaned, 





BUFF 


Photography Award 
By BETH JARBOE, Age 13 
Marysville, Washington 
( Buff is Beth’s pet cat.) 
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flowers picked, and food prepared. I wile 
running errands most of the time. 

It was pretty to see the students lining the 
road up the hill, holding flags. The new high 
school building was the place for the event 
and everything was ready at four-thirty when 
His Majesty's cars drove in. There were about 
twenty cars coming up the hill, and twenty 
flags waving in the breeze. Then my father 
and a student gave speeches. 

There are twelve provinces in this country 
and ten are represented at our school. Ten 
boys marched up carrying the names of the 
ten provinces. Then everybody sang the na- 
tional anthem. His Majesty gave a speech and 
between everything everybody applauded. 

After looking through the new high school 
building the emperor ate at our house. At 
the gate Judy and Jerry Ellquist and my sister 
Vivian and I greeted him. 

It was a great day for me. 


SPRING SONG 


Poetry Award 
By VICTORIA BLISSERD, Age 15 
Madras, Oregon 


When the trees begin to bud, 

And the rivers are in flood, 
In the spring. 

Help me in each flow'r to see 

Thy loving care that's over me. 
Help me sing. 


If the days are drear 

And the skies never clear 
Give me faith. 

Faith to do the loving deed, 

Faith to see that Thou wilt lead. 
God, give me faith. 














THE BIBLE 


Poetry Award 
By HAROLD HENRY PARSON, Age 13 
New York, New York 


I like to read God's Holy Book, 
I study it with care; 

I know it is the Book of books— 
His word is written there. 


I like to read the Bible, for 
Our God has asked us to; 

We learn of His commandments, and 
The love of Jesus too. 


MY TRICYCLES 


True-story Award 
By PATTY GUTMAN 
Shreveport, Louisiana 


When I was about four I wanted a tricycle. 
I had had one, but our next door neighbor 
had accidentally run over it. 

Mother told me that if daddy bought me a 
tricycle I would have to put it away when 
I wasn’t using it. I was pretty sure I would, 
so daddy bought me one. 

I was so happy. Just as soon as I could 
get up, I was out with my tricycle. 

I kept the tricycle put away for about 
four weeks. Then one evening I forgot to 
put it away. 

The next morning I woke up so late that 
breakfast was almost eaten. By the time I got 
there, daddy had finished eating and was 
leaving for work. He got into the car and 
started to back out. He hit something and 
stopped the car to investigate. It was my 
tricycle in three pieces! 

The next tricycle I had I kept put away! 





GOD’S LOVE 


Poetry Award 
By LARRY LEE NELSON, Age 11 
Ruthven, lowa 


We need God's help along life's way 
To cheer us through the darkest day. 
His loving Spirit will console 

And bring new cheer to every soul. 


For when this life is gone and past 
He'll take us to His home at last 

To live with Him in a land that's new. 
| want to go up there, don't you? 





GREEN DOG 


Photography Award 
By JOHN SMITH, Age 14 
Loma Linda, California 


_(John says this dog is near Portland, Oregon. It was 
trimmed by a deaf mute who trains police dogs. The girl 
is John’s sister, Judy.) 
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AN ANSWER TO PRAYER 


True-story Award 
By BARBARA DAVISON, Age 11 
Middlesex, England 


It was one of those hot, sultry days in 
mid-September and as I lay under our lilac 
tree thinking, I reflected that a cool drink 
would be nice. Just as I aroused myself Mary 
and Sue came through the garden gate and 
asked me to play cricket with them on the 
lawn. I reluctantly agreed, and my cool drink 
had to wait until we were all thirsty. 

When at last everyone else wanted a drink, 
I ran indoors and poured out some lemonade. 
I thought some biscuits would be nice too, so 
I rushed into the living room to ask mummy 
if I could take some from the tin, only to 
find nobody there, but our budgie flying 
around. 

I ran out and up the stairs, forgetting to 
shut the door. The kitchen door also was 
open. I mounted the last stair just as a cry 
reached me from the garden. I ran back 
down again and out intc the garden just in 
time to see mummy’s precious budgie fly 
around the corner of our house. Mummy 
rushed out into the garden also just in time 

To page 16 
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When the enemy soldiers came, 


GOD STRUCK THE ORGS 


oer POHAN sat on the organ stool 
in the front room of his home in Borneo. 
He looked at the songbook in front of him 
and played the notes of a hymn with his 
right hand, then with his left hand. He was 
determined to master this song. Perhaps the 
leader would ask him to play it when the 
people gathered for Sabbath school tomor- 
row. 

He put both hands on the white keys and 
tried to play, but the melody wouldn’t come 
right. 

“What's the matter with me today?” he 
said to himself as he closed the book. “My 
fingers are like lumps of mud.” 

He got up from the organ and went out- 
side under the big durian tree where his 
sister, Ellen, sat reading one of her books. 

“Why, Francis,” she looked up at him, 
“isn’t this your practice time?” 

“Yes, but I can’t hit the keys right, so I 
thought I’d come out and look for that little 
truck I lost yesterday.” 

The Pohan children loved their organ. 
Not many people had one. Certainly preach- 
ers’ families in the Borneo Missions did not 
usually have such an instrument. Francis 
and Ellen’s father had come many years ago 
from Sumatra to Singapore. There he went 
to school for many years. After he finished 
school and married, the mission people 
asked him to go as a missionary to Sarawak 
on the island of Borneo. 

Like all the other Battak people from 
Sumatra, Pastor Pohan and his children grew 
up loving music. 

“If we could only have an organ of our 
own,” Francis often said to Ellen, “it would 
be like heaven.” 

“Perhaps you had better pray about it,” 
their father suggested. “Maybe God will help 
us get one.” 
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By NORMA R. YOUNGBERG 


When the organ finally came to their 
home they knew it was in answer to the 
prayers they had offered. A man was moving 
away from the country and he asked such a 
low price for his organ that the Pohans 
decided to buy it. 

Francis thought about all these things as 
he hunted for the little truck in the long 
grass near the path that led out to the road 
where the automobiles went by. He loved 
to play the organ better than any kind of 
game. 

“I just can’t understand it,’ he said to 
himself. “I ought to go back and try that 
hymn again, but I know I can’t play it.” 

At that moment the boy heard some cars 
go by on the jungle road and he stopped to 
listen. It was wartime in Borneo. Enemy 
soldiers sometimes made trips out into the 
country around Kuching foraging for food 
and other things they wanted. Francis won- 
dered what caused the noises out along the 
road. He went to stand by Ellen who was 
still reading her books near the little mis- 
sion house. 

The sounds came closer. Francis strained 
his ears to listen. Then he saw soldiers in 
uniform coming along the path. His heart 
beat fast. He thought of running, but father 
had taught them that it was not good to run 
unless you knew what you were running 
from. The soldiers came up to the house. 
There were about a dozen of them. Th 
laughed and looked friendly enough a 
spoke to the children in loud voices. 

“Is your father home? Is he in the house?” 

Father must have heard the noise, for he 
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The young officer sat down. He pumped the pedals, 
pressed the keys. No sound came from the organ. 








GAN DUMB! 


came out the front door and stood before 
the enemy soldiers. 

“What do you want of me?” he asked 
them. 

“We are from the school,” their leader 
explained. Francis remembered that the 
soldiers had taken over the big Mission 
Training School near the town of Kuching. 
They were using it to train soldiers. 

“We are looking for an organ or a piano. 
We need some kind of musical instrument 
in our school.” The leader looked at father. 
“Is there an organ in your chapel here?” 

Father shook his head. “We did have one, 
but some of your people took it quite a 
while ago.” 

“Do you have one in your house?” one of 
the soldiers asked. 

“We have one,” father admitted. 

Francis looked at Ellen. Her face was 
pale. He could see that she was holding back 
the tears with a great effort. He felt like 
telling the soldiers that the organ was theirs, 








that God had answered their prayers and 
given it to them; but he just stood quietly 
in the grass and scuffed a twig with his bare 
toe. He knew that when the enemy sol- 
diers asked for something—anything—they 
weren't just asking for it. They were de- 
manding it, and it had to be given to them. 
Whatever the soldiers wanted, they took. 

Father was already leading the soldiers 
into the house. Francis hurried in with them 
and stood watching as the leader looked 
the organ over. 

“Does it work?” he asked. “Is it in good 
order?” 

“Yes, I think so,” father answered in a 
low voice. 

“Better try it,” the leader ordered one of 
the soldiers. 

The young officer sat down. He pumped 
the pedals, he pressed the keys. But no 
sound came out of the organ. He looked 
up at the leader. He tried again and his 
face turned red. 

“Tt doesn’t work, sir,” he said. 

Another soldier sat down and tried to 
play the organ, but it was still silent. Not 
a sound came out of it. 

Francis was frightened. The hair on the 
back of his neck stood up. He had been 
praying ever since the soldiers came into 
the yard and asked about the organ. He 
prayed, “Dear God, please don’t let them 
take away the organ You gave us.” 

Now the leader turned to father. “The 
instrument seems to be out of order.” His 
face was red and angry. 

Father's voice was a little unsteady. “It 
usually plays very well. There must be some 








small thing wrong. I’m sure it can easily be 
fixed.” 

“Do you know of anyone in this place 
who could repair it?” the leader asked his 
men. Then he turned to father and asked 
him the same question. None of them knew 
of anyone. 

The leader was getting impatient. He 
handed his gun to one of the other men 
and sat down at the organ himself. He 
pressed the keys. He looked at the pedals 
and pumped them hard. He examined the 





MENTAL MUSCLES 
By HARRY T. PORTER 


The greatest men that ever lived 
Were schoolboys once, like me. 
They learned hard lessons, rules, and solved 
Their problems, A to Z. 
Good thinking made great men, all kinds. 
They trained the muscles of their minds. 





swells and even shook the organ. It was all 
of no use. Not a sound came out. 

The officer stood up, reached for his gun 
and said in disgust, “Your organ is no good 
—positively useless! We couldn't use a 
piece of junk like that!” 

With some insulting words he called his 
soldiers after him and they went out the 
door and down the path to the road. 

The whole Pohan family stood -on the 
porch and watched them go. When they 
had disappeared in the trees a little way 
down the path, Francis hurried to the organ. 
He pedaled. He played on the keys, but no 
sound came out. The organ was dumb. 
Something was certainly wrong with it. A 
big lump came up in his throat. 

Father and mother looked at the organ. 
“I can’t understand what can be wrong with 
it,” father said. “It’s of no use to us either. 
Just the same, I’m glad the soldiers didn’t 
take it. Surely it can be fixed.” 

He went back to his work and Francis 
went outside where Ellen had returned to 
her books under the durian tree. For half 
an hour the two children sat looking at pic- 
tures and talking about the soldiers, how 
they looked and what they said. Both of 
them felt very sorry about the organ. 
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“I'm going in and get father’s tools and 
take that organ to pieces,’ Francis said. 
“I'm going to find out why it won't work. 
Maybe the white ants have eaten a hole in 
the bellows.” 

He went back in the house and looked at 
the organ. “I'll just try it once more,” he told 
himself as he put the hammer on the floor. 

He sat on the stool and pushed the ped- 
als. He played the keys. The music came out 
as usual. His heart bounded into his throat. 

He stood up and yelled to everyone, 
“Mother, Father, Ellen! The organ is al 
right. It isn’t hurt at all! It plays as well a 
ever!” 

Father and mother hurried into the room. 
Ellen came running and burst in the door, 
her eyes shining. 

“Who of you was praying about this?” 
father asked. 

“I was,” everyone answered at once. 

“It is God who struck the organ dumb,” 
father told them. 

“It must have been God’s angel who 
troubled me, so I left the organ at my usual 
practice time!” Francis spoke in an awed 
whisper. 

“It must have been,” Ellen said. “If you 
had kept on playing the soldiers would have 
heard you as.they came up the path.” 

“And even after they went—right after— 
it still didn’t x 

Father smiled in a solemn way. “Of 
course it didn’t, because the soldiers were 
still close enough to hear. God's angels al- 
ways manage everything perfectly.” 

In that moment the whole family felt 
the unseen presence of One who was a liv- 
ing messenger from heaven. The veil be- 
tween heaven and earth was parted just a 
little and they knelt in reverent thankful- 
ness around the organ that God had struck 
dumb. 





The Hard Way 
From page 8 


assigned three cows to him. Tom took the 
milk pail and stool and sauntered into the 
barn. “So-o-0, Boss” (he had heard his uncle 
say that), and he gave her a smart slap on 
the side, adjusted his stool and pail, and 
started to milk. 
He never really knew what happened 
next. Suddenly he found himself sitting on 
To page 18 
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McKINLEY, the Beloved President 


ILLIAM McKINLEY was a delicate 

child. He had to leave school before 
he graduated from Allegheny College. Later 
he taught school, and at the age of eighteen 
enlisted as a soldier in the Civil War. At 
the end of the war he went back to school 
and studied law. In 1867 he became a law- 
yer in Canton, Ohio. 

He took an active part in politics, and 
because of his speeches the Republican 
Party took notice of him. Twice he served 
in Congress. In 1891 the people of Ohio 
elected McKinley governor of the State. He 
made a fine record. 

The Republicans insisted that he be their 
Presidential candidate in 1896, and he fi- 





By MERLE ZANE BAGLEY 


nally agreed. He refused to make a cam- 
paign tour, and stayed right in Canton. But 
750,000 visitors went there to hear him 
speak. He was elected with a large majority 
over Bryan. 

President McKinley knew at first hand 
what war was like and he tried to prevent 
the Spanish-American War. He failed, but 
after it was over he planned wisely for the 
future of the Philippines, appointing good 
men to take charge of the government 
there. 

He also tried to find some solutions for 
the troubles in China. In 1898 he sent a 
delegation to the Peace Conference at the 
Hague. In every way possible, President 
McKinley worked for peace. 

He was kindly and good, and the people 
elected him again in 1900. At this time he 
received the largest majority ever given at 
an election up to that time—a total of 
nearly a million votes more than Bryan re- 
ceived. 


It was his habit to greet as many people 
as possible when he made trips. On one 
occasion in 1901 he was shaking hands with 
many hundreds who stood in line to greet 
him. One of the men had a bandaged right 
arm. President McKinley offered his sym- 
pathy to him, and at that instant a shot rang 
out. The President fell. 

Men nearby caught him in their arms as 
he went down. Others seized the assassin, 
Leon Czolgosz. He was given a fair trial, 
convicted, and executed. But that did not 
bring back the President whom everyone 
loved. 

Immediately after the President's death, 
Theodore Roosevelt, Vice-President, be- 
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came President. He declared a day of na- 
tional mourning for McKinley, and in other 
countries, too, there was mourning. Truly, 
McKinley was a beloved President. 

Several stamps have been issued in his 
honor. The most beautiful came out in 1904 
and is worth $4, used. The one pictured 
here was issued in 1922. It is much less 
valuable than the 1904 issue, but is far pret- 
tier than a third McKinley stamp, which 
came out later. 





More Author’s Guild 
From page 11 


to see Joey disappear around the corner. 
We all went indoors with sad faces. 

I suggested praying, so we all knelt down 
and prayed that Jesus would send our Joey 
back. For days we put the cage out into the 
garden, hoping he would see it and fly in 
but for days no Joey returned. We kept on 
praying but really deep down inside we all 
thought we would not see Joey again. But— 
about three or four days later a very dirty, 
sleepy-looking budgie was caught by one of 
our neighbors on her tree. Jesus really did 
answer our prayers. 


ee 


APRIL 


Poetry Award 


By MARILYN WOHLERS, Age 11 
Holly, Michigan 


April is the month of flowers— 
“The opening gate to spring." 
April is the month of showers, 
When the birds come back and sing. 





EVENING SUNSET 


Poetry Award 
By MARALEN BROTHERS, Age 13 
Livingston, Montana 


When the sun is setting, 

And the sky is all aglow; } 

When the geese are flying southward, 
And the breezes softly blow; 

When the grain in fields is swaying, 
To the music of the air; 

Do you feel that God is with you? 
Yes, He's with you everywhere. 
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DID YOU ASK YOUR GOD? 


Poetry Award 
By LARRY W. HALLOCK, Age 12 
Wichita, Kansas 


Did you ask your God today 
To take away your sin, 
To cleanse your life and make your 


heart 


Pure and clean within? 


Did you ask your God today 
To help you set your goal, 
That before the day is done 
You'll cheer a weary soul? 


Did you thank your God today 
For arching skies so blue, 

For all the grass and trees and flowers 
He has given you? 





TIPPING CHAIRS 


True-story Award 
By DOROTHY ANDRUS, Age 12 
Williamsport, Pennsylvania 


A girl in my room at school liked to tip 
chairs so they would be on two legs. Our 
teacher warned her about it often, but she 
went on doing it. 

Then one day she tipped her chair back 
farther than usual. The teacher turned to 
speak to her when Bang/*the girl fell over 
onto the radiator. The next thing she knew 
her face felt as if it was burning up. Then 
she fainted. 

She was rushed to the hospital, where the 
doctors said she had first-degree burns on 
her face. She had to stay there a long time. 

You can be sure she doesn’t tip chairs any 
more. 


MY DUCKS # 


Poetry Award 
By NAOMI WILLIAMS, Age 12 
Casco, Washington 


My ducks are cute and love to eat 
As they wobble along their way, 
Gibbling and gobbling here and there 
Hunting for food all the day. 








But in the morn when the sun comes up 

Their quacking and clacking wake me up. 

Calling for corn they gobble it up, 

Then run to the stream to rest them- 
selves up. 


Then late at night, when it's growing 
black, 

I call to the ducks and they wander back. 

For a can of corn they quack, quack, 
quack, 

e"" I pen them up in their little shack. 


em 


FRIENDSHIP WITH CHRIST 


First Poetry Award 
By JANET BENSON, Age 14 
St. Helena, California 


I've found a friend in Jesus 

He watches over me. 

He gives me strength and guidance 
To be what I should be. 

He comforts when I'm lonely, 

He hears me when I call, 

He is my Friend and Saviour— 

My Guide, my Lord, my all. 


You, too, may seek the Master, 

You, too, may share His love. 

When tempted, tried, or tested, 
Just tell your Friend above; 

He'll give you strength and courage, 
He'll guide you from on high, 

And then we'll meet in heaven— 
Our Saviour, you, and I. 





ON THE AMAZON 


First True-story Award 
By HARLEY M. HARDER, Age 13 
National City, California 


Elder and Sister Halliwell were on the 
Amazon River for twenty-seven years. 

Once, when they stopped at a village to 
preach the gospel, the people stoned their 
boat until they had to leave. 

After fifteen minutes of traveling they 
saw someone waving for help and stopped 
to see what the trouble was. 

They treated the sick, then asked if they 


could hold a meeting there that night. A 
place was cleared, and in the evening the 
villagers were invited to see pictures. A 
screen was put up and pictures were shown. 
Two years ago I was there myself and it 
was surprising to me to see how those peo- 
ple studied their lesson for Sabbath school. 
Fifty-two members present, fifty-two mem- 
bers had studied their lesson seven times. 
Why don’t we study our Sabbath school 
lesson seven times a week as those people do? 





No Sales, No - Food 
From page 9 


She slept well in spite of being hungry, 
and was up early in the morning, cheerful 
and ready for a better day. By six-thirty she 
was dressed, had studied her Morning 
Watch, and had made her bed. 

“Sefiorita Flor!” The lady in charge of the 
hotel was calling her. “There is a gentleman 
here to see you.” Luz stepped to the door of 
her room and in the hall she saw Dr. Mejia, 
the lawyer! 

“At last I have found you, sefiorita,” he 
said. “I went to the other three hotels in 
town before I learned you were here.” Then 
he continued earnestly. “I couldn’t sleep last 
night. I kept thinking of what you said to 
me—that these books contained a message 
from God for me. I have come to get the set 
of four books. Here are the 125 pesos.” 

While Luz went back into her room to 
get the books and her receipt blanks, the 
lawyer stood by the door. There on her bed- 
side table he saw her Spanish Bible and 
another book beside it called Himnario 
Adventista. 

“What is this book, Himnario Adven- 
tista?” he asked as she returned with the 
four books. 

“Oh, that is a songbook,” she explained, 
handing it to him. “We use it when we 
sing in church.” 

He opened the book to the Spanish song 
which is like our hymn “I Have a Song I 
Love to Sing.” He read the words, “Since 
I have been redeemed.” 

Luz repeated, “Since I have been re- 
deemed, I will glory in my Saviour’s name.” 

The girl saw with surprise that there were 
tears in the eyes of el doctor. 

“When I was a young fellow I knew a 
young man who sang that hymn all the 
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time. He was an Adventist, and I know he 
had been redeemed,” he said huskily. 

“IT am an Adventist too,” Luz told him. 

“I wondered if you were,” the doctor 
said. “Now when I have finished reading 
these books I hope I too can truly say, ‘I 
have been redeemed.’” 

Luz was a happy girl. She had made a big 
sale. A man’s heart had been touched. She 
was ready for breakfast! 





The Hard Way 
From page 14 


the floor, his bucket rattling across the ce- 
ment. “Gave me a kicker, did they?” he 
glowered, reaching for his hat and recov- 
ering his pail. Mr. Branson’s huge frame 
silhouetted itself against the pale morning 
light. He came over to Tom. 

“Our cows are trained,” he explained. 
“You have to milk them from the right side 
or they object.” 

Tom grinned and thanked him. Why 
hadn’t he remembered that? He had heard 
lots of jokes about such incidents but they 
had never really registered till now. The 
worst part was the snickers and remarks 
from the other side of the cow barn. As soon 
as Mr. Branson was gone, Everett came by 
with his pail already nearly full and ex- 
plained that one could not expect to get 
four flavors as one could at the drugstore. 
Tom reddened. Somehow he had not ex- 
pected anything like that from boys in a 
Christian institution. 

Long after the other boys had taken their 
pails and gone to the separator house, Tom 
still struggled on. His hands were tired and 
his arms ached. This was different—and a 
lot harder—than milking a goat. The worst 
came when Mr. Branson took the milking 
pail and stool and finished up while Tom 
stood silently by observing and trying to 
learn how it was done. 

Mr. Branson was not given to many 
words, as Tom soon found out, and he mis- 
took the silence for anger. His heart sank. 
His first job—and he had failed! 

It was bad enough to have the hostility 
and ridicule of the other boys, but this was 
awful. He half wished, as he watched the 
steady stream of milk foam into the pail, 
that he had never been born. He took the 
full pail from Mr. Branson and hurried 
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with it to the separator house where he 
turned it swiftly- through and _ listened 
eagerly to his boss as he instructed him 
how the separator should be cared for. 

Mrs. Branson was plump and jolly and 
so far was the only one besides Mr. Larsen 
who had smiled at him. He liked her at 
once and her good farm cooking cheered 
his weary soul as he partook of the steam- 
ing flapjacks and rich maple syrup. It was 
easy to see that she was a popular pers 
with all the boys and for a few min 
at least, Tom was glad again that he h 
come. 

Tom walked out onto the porch with the 
other boys and reached for his hat. He was 
glad that the cow next to his had managed 
to step on it for it didn’t look so new and 
cocky as it had a couple of hours earlier. 

The other boys went about their regular 
work. He watched with interest as one of 
the older boys started the tractor and drove 
off with it. Another took the truck and 
went to town for a load of something. Two 
boys emerged with teams of horses and 
started for the field. 

Tom waited for Mr. Branson to tell him 
what to do. 

“Harness the black team and hitch them 
to the sunshine wagon,” he said as he 
emerged from his breakfast, picking his 
teeth. 

The “sunshine wagon”! Whatever was 
that? Oh, well, one thing at a time. He 
would harness the team first. 

“Er, you know how to harness a team, I 
suppose?” Mr. Branson called after him. 

Now Tom had never harnessed a team in 
his life, nor had he seen anyone else do it. 
But it looked simple enough and he started 
on the run toward the barn, calling back 
over his shoulder, “Be right with you!” After 
all, you just couldn’t act too dumb even if 
you were. 

He entered the barn and looked around. 
On a hook directly behind the team hung 
the harness. How to get it on was anotl 
thing. 

“I wonder why it’s all fastened together?” 
he said to himself. “Looks silly to buckle 
all those straps after you take it off.” 

With a sigh he took down the collar 
and edged toward the horse. What if he 
kicked? Summoning up courage he said 
weakly, “Hi, fella, let’s put this on.” The 
horse looked at him with large, soft eyes 
and went on eating oats. Tom stepped 











closer and lifted the collar over the horse’s 
head, buckling it underneath. 

“Doesn't seem to fit so good, but I’ve got 
to hurry or Mr. Branson will be wondering 
what has happened.” 

He went back to the harness and began 
unbuckling it and laying the straps around 
in different places so he would be sure to 
know what went where. In the middle of 
the procedure, Mr. Branson appeared in the 
doorway. 

“Having trouble?” he asked. He stooped 
@. and picked up the straps and began 

ckling them together again. “Listen, 
sonny, I think you had better get a hoe and 
go to the potato patch,” was all he said, but 
Tom would have felt better if he had 
scolded him or at least explained what he 
should have done. 

(To be continued) 


The Black Horror 
From page 3 


college and the Black Horror was installed 
in the Pettigrew kitchen. 

Time passed by. When one considered 
its appearance and the hard work necessary 
to keep it clean, that stove really was a 
Black Horror. But when it came to cooking, 
it was truly a Black Prince. What baked 
potatoes and apple pies and nutmeat savories 
it produced! It could persuade a kettleful of 
water to boil in no time at all and whistle 
as it boiled. 

Now Mrs. Pettigrew promised herself 
that when Jim left college she would save 
up and buy the stove of her dreams. But 
Merle went to college to train as a church 
school teacher and as it is most important 
to have church school teachers to train chil- 
dren in the way of the Lord, Mrs. Pettigrew 
gave Merle her savings and kept the Black 
Horror. 

And the Black Horror kept turning out 
beautiful pies and potatoes and cakes. At 
é€ Merle left college but Tim then wanted 

go, so the Black Horror stayed on in the 
kitchen and cooked and cooked and cooked. 

Now the blue-and-cream stove Mrs. 
Cricker bought also cooked some very fine 
meals. But after a time, the enamel began 
to crack, the burners had to be replaced, and 
the chromium peeled off. And finally, Mrs. 
Cricker had to go to the gas company’s 

To page 22 


WRITE OR DRAW FOR 


JUNIOR GUIDE 


AUTHORS’ GUILD 


AND WIN AN AWARD 


The JUNIOR GUIDE Authors’ Guild is 
your department. You write for it. You draw 
the pictures. 

Writers, artists, poets, and photographers 
—and those who wish they were—between 
ten and fifteen years of age are invited to 
contribute material that will be of .inter- 
est to other Juniors. 

STORIES should be something interesting 
that happened to you or your friends or 
your pet, an answer to prayer, or something 
that helped you learn a lesson. Keep them 
short. 

POEMS should not be more than sixteen 
lines long. 

DRAWINGS should be on stiff paper or 
poster board. They may be drawn in black 
pencil, black writing ink, India ink, charcoal, 
or water colors, but not in ordinary pencil or 
blue ink, as these don't reproduce well. For 
best results use a good grade black wax 
pencil on coquille board, which you can 
get at a stationery store. Make them at 
least 6” x 6”, and wrap carefully. 

PHOTOGRAPHS will be acceptable, too, on 
any subject, black and white, and not smaller 
than 21/4” x 21/4”, preferably larger. Wrap 
carefully. 

Please give your name, age, and address. 

And a parent or teacher must sign, "This 
is the original work of the sender, and was 
not copied." 

The best, original contributions will win 
awards. “First awards" of $2.00 are offered 
in each of the four categories—stories, 
poems, drawings, photographs. And "awards" 
of $1.00 will also be given, depending on how 
much space is available. 

Contributions for December must reach 
the JUNIOR GUIDE during September. 

Send your contribution to Lawrence Max- 
well, Junior Guide, Washington 12, D.C. 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 





Christian's Sabbath 


(SEPTEMBER 13) 


MeEMorRY VERSE: “Moreover also I gave them 
my Sabbaths, to be a sign between me and them, 
that they might know that I am the Lord that 
sanctify them” (Ezekiel 20:12). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


If you look at the title of Psalm 92, you will 
notice that it is called A Psalm or Song for the 
Sabbath Day. This psalm was chanted in the 
morning service and is still sung in Jewish syna- 
gogues. Read it through. Read over the mem- 
ory verse a few times and continue learning it 
throughout the week. 


SUNDAY 


God Made the Sabbath for Us 


Open your Bible to Mark 2. 

When the six days of creation were over and 
the earth lay before Adam and Eve in all its 
beauty and glory, God rested on the seventh day. 

God ordained that every seventh day should 
be a day of rest—a day to think of God’s works, 
a day for meditation, a day for praise, a day of 
rest from work. So the patriarchs observed the 
seventh day of the week as it came around, and 
when the commandments were written on ta- 
bles of stone the commandment to remember 
the Sabbath was included. 

The Sabbath has always been for God’s chil- 
dren a day of blessing, for “God blessed the sab- 
bath day, and hallowed it.” 

Jesus set us an example in Sabbathkeeping, 
showing that the Sabbath is a day for worship, 
and doing good. What did His disciples do one 
Sabbath day? Verse 23. Who complained about 
what they had done? Verse 24. What reason for 
this action and what statement of authority did 
Jesus give? Verses 27, 28. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
281, pars. 1-3. 

Tu1nk! Do you think of the Sabbath as a pre- 
cious gift from God? 

Pray to value the blessings of the Sabbath. 
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MONDAY 


Satan Tries to Spoil the Sabbath 

Open your Bible to Ezekiel 22. 

Satan hates the Sabbath, for he knows that 
no one who faithfully keeps the Sabbath can 
ever forget God. He has thought up several dif- 
ferent schemes to turn men’s minds from the 
Sabbath. In the times of the Jews he inspired 
men to make rules so burdensome that the Sab- 
bath was just the opposite of a delight. He has 
tempted others to be slack about keeping the 
Sabbath. He tempts some to look upon the Sab- 
bath as an interruption of their business rather 
than a blessed rest. One of the prophets tells 
about people who keep asking, ‘“‘When will the 
new moon be gone, that we may sell corn? and 
the sabbath, that we may set forth wheat?” 
(Amos 8:5). 

Another of Satan’s tactics has been to make 
us belittle the sacredness of the Sabbath. What 
did Ezekiel say the children of Israel had done 
to God’s Sabbaths? Verse 8. Look in the dic- 
tionary to find the meaning of “profane.’”” How 
does Ezekiel explain the way they profaned the 
Sabbath? Verse 26. 

Satan has led people to say that the Sabbath is 
not important, that just believing in God is 
enough. 

Then, too, he has set up a false Sabbath, the 
first day of the week instead of the seventh, mak- 
ing people believe that it does not matter and 


that God is not particular. 
For further reading: The Desire of Ages, € 
283, par. 4. 


THINK! Have you allowed Satan to let you 
think that the Sabbath is unimportant? 


Pray to be kept safe from his temptations. 
TUESDAY 


The Right Way to Keep the Sabbath 


Open your Bible to Isaiah 58. 

If it is kept as God instructs us to keep it, 
Sabbath is a happy day—the happiest in the 
week. God never meant us to feel that the Sab- 








bath is a day of “don’ts.” It is a day when we do 
things. It is the day when we stop our ordinary 
work and take time to think about God. It is the 
day to gather in God’s house to worship Him 
in song and prayer and learn more about the 
Word of God, a happy day when the members 
of the family are together. It is a day when we 
can take more time to learn about the works 
of God. 

“The Sabbath calls our thoughts to nature, 
and brings us into communion with the Crea- 
tor. In the song of the bird, the sighing of the 
trees, and the music of the sea, we still may hear 
His voice who talked with Adam in Eden in the 
cool of the day. And as we behold His power in 
nature we find comfort, for the word that cre- 

ted all things is that which speaks life to the 

ul.’—The Desire of Ages, pp. 281, 282. 

To the one who loves God the Sabbath will 
not be the burden Satan tries to make it. Find 
some “do’s” and some “don'ts” of Sabbathkeep- 
ing in verse 13. Read in verse 14 the promise 
God makes to those who keep the Sabbath as 
it ought to be kept. 


It is very pleasant to go to church on the Sabbath. 


EVA LUOMA 





For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
289. 


TuiInk! Do you plan each week to make the 
Sabbath a happy and worth-while day? 


Pray for each Sabbath to bring you and your 
family the blessing it was intended by God to 
bring. 

WEDNESDAY 


The Way We Keep the Sabbath Shows What 
We Are 


Open your Bible to Ezekiel 20. 

The true child of God does not keep the Sab- 
bath simply because it is one of the command- 
ments and he is afraid not to keep it. He keeps 
God’s commandments because it is the right 
and best thing to do. “This is love, that we walk 
after his commandments,” says John (2 John 
6). “Love is the fulfilling of the law,” says Paul 
(Rom. 13:10). 

When we love God truly, we feel the need of 
the day He blessed and set aside. We need the 
time to praise Him, to reflect on His works. 

The one who keeps the Sabbath as it should 
be kept does so because his heart is right with 
God. True Sabbathkeeping is a sign of our love 
to God. Recall or read the memory verse (Eze. 
20:12). 

For further reading: 
288, par. 2. 

THINK! How about your keeping of the Sab- 
bath? Do you keep it out of love and respect for 
God? 

Pray that your Sabbathkeeping 
be from your heart. 


The Desire of Ages, p. 


may always 


THURSDAY 


Sabbath in the New Earth 


Open your Bible to Isaiah 66. 

The Sabbath was one of the greatest joys of 
Eden. It was the very first whole day that Adam 
and Eve lived, and we can imagine how they 
wandered around their lovely home exclaiming 
at every new find. 

It is natural, then, to believe that Sabbath- 
keeping is part of God’s plan for His children 
in the earth made new. Read what Isaiah in 
his description of the new earth says about 
Sabbathkeeping over there. Verses 22 and 23. 

“When there shall be a ‘restitution of all 
things, which God hath spoken by the mouth of 
all His holy prophets since the world began’ 
(Acts 3:21), the creation Sabbath, the day on 
which Jesus lay at rest in Joseph’s tomb, will 
still be a day of rest and rejoicing. Heaven and 
earth will unite in praise as ‘from one Sabbath 
to another’ (Isa. 66:23) the nations of the saved 
shall bow in joyful worship to God and the 
Lamb.”—The Desire of Ages, pp. 769, 770. 

For further reading: 
283, par. 2. 

TuHink! Are you keeping Sabbath in such a 
way now that it makes you long for the Sabbaths 
of the new earth? 


The Desire of Ages, p. 


Pray for the time to come soon when we shall 
enjoy those Sabbaths. 


FRIDAY 

NAME 
brings us. 

NAME some of the ways in which Satan has 
tried to spoil the Sabbath. 

NAME some of the things we can enjoy doing 
on the Sabbath. 

Review the memory verse. 
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some of the blessings the Sabbath 





The Black Horror 
From page 19 


showroom again and buy another stove. But 
the Black Horror—well, it just cooked and 
cooked and went on cooking. 

The Black Prince was still doing its duty 
like a king long after Tim left college. At 
last Mrs. Pettigrew was able to save enough 
money to buy a really good-looking enamel- 
and-chromium stove. 

Whenever Mrs. Pettigrew tells the story 
of her Black Prince stove, she always adds, 
“That's why I believe the story of Elijah 
and the cruse of oil that poured and poured 
and poured until the famine was over. You 
see, God blessed my stove and it cooked 
and it cooked and it cooked till all my chil- 
dren were through college and had found 
a place working for the Lord.” 





Shy Susie’s Surprise 
From page 5 


that.” Everyone was silent for a moment, 
then he asked, “Susie, do you have any 
suggestions?” 

“I’ve always wanted to go up in the tower 
of the L. C. Smith building. I hear there is 
a wonderful view from the twenty-sixth 
floor, and they have an interesting Oriental 
room.” Everyone said the idea sounded good, 
and Susie felt that the girls seemed re- 
lieved that she had made the suggestion. 

Nearly two hours later the tired crowd 
was homeward bound. They recalled the 
beautiful Chinese decorations and the glit- 
ter of Seattle’s lights as they had stood on 
the wind-swept balconies. It had been a 
delightful evening everyone told Mr. Ed- 
wards as one by one they returned to their 
homes. 

Time flies when one is happy, and it 
seemed no time at all to Susie until school 
was nearly out. The spring Week of Prayer 
was nearing its close. 





Susie had enjoyed the week. She always 
liked the spiritual activities of the school. 
Most of the people on her prayer-band list 
had given their hearts to God, but there 
was a name on her personal list of one who 
had not yet yielded—Gordon. Several times 
during the week she had thought that he 
was going to stand, but always he seemed 
glued to his seat. Now there were just the 
Sabbath services left. How she did pray that 
he would give his heart to God. 

Sabbath morning her prayer was an- 
swered. Gordon not only stood, he wen 
down to the altar in complete consecration. 
How happy Susie was. 

Then her family moved away hurriedly 
to take a position that was offered her father, 
and Susie did not see Gordon for many 
years. 

Susie married, taught a few years, and 
went to the mission field with her minister 
husband. Gordon finished college, went into 
the ministry, and went to a mission field on 
the other side of the world. It was at a 
General Conference that their paths crossed 
again. When Gordon introduced his wife 
to Susie, he said something that Susie will 
never forget. 

“Honey,” he said to his wife, “this is the 
girl that changed my life. She is the one 
who stood quietly before a crowd of us and 
expressed her determination to do what was 
right no matter what the rest of us did. ‘See 
me safely into a taxi,’ she said.” 

Then taking Susie’s hand almost rever- 
ently, he said, “Susie, you'll not only have 
me for a star in your crown, but also there 
will be many Indian stars that God has 
worked through me to save. I can never 
thank you enough for what you did for 
me.” 

Susie felt that her cup was overflowing; 
maybe that was what the wet splashes were 
that struck their clasped hands. 
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NEW OPPORTUNITIES 


Wee Ceesannas secriene 
Meat the tae 


knee Earn real money for yourself selling LIFE 


AND HEALTH with MORE FUN. MORE 
FUN is our newest nonfiction journal, dedi- 
cated to happier and healthier children. It 
is thrilling. 

Edited by specialists in child health and edu- 
cation. 

Sells readily with LIFE AND HEALTH. 
Selling these two journals is an important 
work, and besides, what boy or girl couldn’t 
use some extra money. 

Remember, the more you work, the more peo- 
ple you will help and the more money you 
will earn. You will find selling LIFE AND 
HEALTH and MORE FUN very simple if 
you follow the instructions your publishing 
secretary will give you. Make arrangements 
with him for territory in your neighborhood, 
and secure your magazines from your Book 
and Bible House. Helpful canvasses and sales 
letters will be provided by your conference 
publishing department secretary. 


ACT NOW! 








To the Book and Bible House: 





| am interested in selling LIFE AND HEALTH and MORE FUN to earn my way through school. 


NAME 





STREET 





CITY i S|”. | ERR eee 
REVIEW AND HERALD PUBLISHING ASSOCIATION, PERIODICAL DEPARTMENT, WASHINGTON 12, D.C. 
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TIGER, TIGER, No. 1-By Harry Baers 


COPYRIGHT © 1986 BY THE REVIEW AND HERALD. ALL RIGHTS RESERVED 








1. The tiger is the most powerful cat on earth. In a 
fight with a lion, though the two do not live in the 
same regions, it is usually the victor. 2. In the minds 
of most people the tiger is associated with steaming 
jungles. It is true that he is found in the hot and 








apt. 





4. The tiger is often thought of as a bloodthirsty, 
wanton killer of man and beast. Actually it is only 
certain individuals that become man eaters. 5. Tigers 
do not kill game except when hungry. We know this 
because they have been seen to walk by their ordi- 


7. Where tigers are hunted they become wary and 
may be dangerous when interfered with since they 
are on the defensive. In remote regions where they 
are not bothered they may even be friendly. 8. At a 
monastery in the foothills of the Himalaya Mountains 
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humid portions of Asia, but he lives where his food is. 
3. There are also many tigers living in the bitterly 
cold and snowy forests of northern Asia. The sub- 
species known as Siberian tiger grows a beautiful, 
heavy coat to keep himself warm during the winter. 














nary prey without causing alarm. Barking deer and 
chitals often see the tiger near them. They call to 
warn other animals, but do not run unless chased. 
6. Tigers are sometimes said to be cowardly, but they 
are wise enough to avoid trouble whenever possible. 





where tigers were plentiful, the abbot in his flowing 
yellow robes used to go out on his porch in the eve- 
ning and call, in tiger language, to the big cats of the 
forest. 9. Soon from the dim trail a large, striped cat 
would come, softly padding toward him, unafraid. 








